PREVENTING A PUTSCH AND PUBLICITY    287

districts.  I was occupied night and day ciphering and deciphering
telegrams to the Foreign Office.

The situation was serious, but the French Government replied
to Lord Curzon with vacillation, while the Polish Government
repudiated any knowledge of what was happening in Krakow
and from within the Polish boundaries, and held itself as not
responsible for the activities of Korfanty, who, the Government
was at pains to point out, was a German citizen.

The self-styled General, Korfanty, had his military head-
quarters at Beuthen and from there marshalled his forces.

The decision of the Commission as to the partition of Silesia
resulting from the Plebiscite had been taken in secret, and I
awaited the final authority of the Council of Ambassadors in
Paris. But that secret was not closely kept; and I can only
imagine that its details were passed to Korfanty by the French
members of the Commission. But France had never wavered
from its policy, that all Silesia should pass to Poland ; and with
inflexible logic and consistency had played to this end throughout
all the proceedings of the Commission.

Except for minor adjustments along the frontier, and for the
contribution of the Kreis of Pless to Poland, this province having
voted almost solidly for adherence to the new state, the Com-
missioners had decided by the majority vote of both the British
and Italian Commissioners that Silesia should remain within the
German Reich. This suited neither France nor Korfanty.

On the ist May, General Korfanty struck. The French troops
had been removed ostensibly for manoeuvres to a remote corner
of Silesia, wholly German and not in dispute, and an insurgent
army swept through the towns and occupied the villages and
agricultural districts.

At the corner of the old German Empire, beyond Kattowitz
facing what had been the Empires of the Czar and that of Austria,
where Northern Galicia met the eastern extremity of Poland,
had stood a vast granite figure of Prince Bismarck, surmounting
an enormous granite plinth. The first act of the insurgents
was to tamp dynamite charges into this memorial to Germany's
Imperial Founder and to blow it to smithereens. In my possession
now is what was formerly part of Bismarck's granite nose, a
souvenir of unpent passion.

The bandits from the forest, always a threat to law and order,
who formerly had beheaded more than one official by stretching
a wire cable across the roads, hitched to pine trees, and which